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them*, standing that neither their birth nor their
intellectual powers would have won for them in
any other way. This is true also in America,
where there are hundreds of ministers of all
denQminations who owe their position to their
profession and who would at once sink out of
sight were they not buoyed up by their profession.
Though it is both in England and America the
noblest calling of the noble, it is also largely used
as a refuge by the incompetent and the contempt-
ible. No man has a right there who is not man
enough to hold his own anywhere. There are
still examples in England of parsons who are only
clergymen in name; men who wear the uniform,
but who not only hunt, but are masters of packs
of foxhounds themselves; men who shoot, and
faxm, and are what Sydney Smith described as
half county squire and half parson, under the
name of " Squarsons/* One of these died only
the other day, who had been Master of Hounds
for forty years, Such men may say, perfunctorily,
Benedictus benedicat before meals, but beyond
that their clerical duties are purely formal. This
stamp ef cleric is dying out, though it may be
dotroted whether the clerical snob, without public
schdol or university behind him, is an improve-
ment or even an equivalent. There are meai in
this English town whose fathers well remember a